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Just as gray dawn streaks down the sky, The aity takes his help away The farmer has few spots to go

[ong ere you've heard the milk cans rattle, And leaves him flat, protesting vaily, When he has snapped the long day's fetter,
The farmer rubs a weary eye With bnghter lights and higher pay Though one might see a movie show
And nses up to tend the cattle. And softer jobs, to speak out planly If bed and sleep did not look better
From dawn to darkness in the fields And then the aity takes his truck As days and seasons onward creep,
He labors, minus intervention, And bids 1t up to fancy pnces, Tthe farmer has two gifts from living;
Until at last his spint yields While gently passing him the buck And one 15 work and one s sleep,
To weariness beyond all mention. When com and wheat have reached a cnsis. For life has nothing else to give him.
= He toils along rom dawn to mght He'll get two dollars on some sale The farmer has no aix-hour day:
GoL DarN 17! 1 MuUsT CS =" Through furowed dnifts, oF heavy stubble, That leaps to six h" iy steerng; A five-day week? He'll never own 1t;
[ [ HAVE OVERSLEPT But always mn an endless hight Whereat the Public starts to wail Well. does the farmer earn his pay?

With bugs and weeds and other trouble. And swears the fammer's profiteenng,

['ll tell the world, and mezaphone 1.
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